REX WHISTLER
" And how much do you have to pay for the studio? " I
persisted*
" Well, that's another thing we stupidly forgot to arrange.55
At this moment I turned round, and to my astonishment
remarked the presence of an old Chinese gentleman with a thin
beard, who was sitting in the darkest corner of the huge studio.
He wore ceremonial robes and cap, and was smoking a short
clay pipe. So still was he, and so much more consciously
oriental than anyone I had seen in China, that had it not been
for the movement of the tobacco smoke from his pipe, I should
have thought that I was beholding a ghost or had become the
victim of an hallucination. Even as it was, I felt rather shaken
by the experience. I turned to Rex, and, making a gesture in
the direction of the Mandarin, contrived to form the syllables,
" Who-is-that-over-there? "
" Well, I don't really know. You see, he doesn't speak
English. Apparently, he likes watching painters at work, and
he's always been here. So he still arrives on the dot at midday,
and stays here the whole afternoon. . . . No, he never utters.
So I can't turn him out, can I, or make him alter his arrange-
ments !"
Rex Whistler seemed, withal, to attract odd incidents of
diverse kinds. For example, once at Renishaw, it was a cold
autumn morning, and he had remained in bed longer than
usual, his head almost covered by the clothes, so that nothing
could be discerned of his presence by any one entering the room.
In consequence, an old woman from the neighbourhood who
was acting as rustic housemaid, and had been sent up to collect
the hot-water bottles from the beds, failing to see him, put her
hands between the sheets at the bottom of the bed to take out
the bottle, and instead firmly grasped and then tugged his foot.
It was a shock to her when the bottle moved violently and a
voice shouted,
" Leave go of my toes, will you! '*
His rooms in London were always beautiful, as well as
clearly a place for work, and possessed an atmosphere of their
own. ... It was in Fitzroy Street, in an dghteenth-century
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